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tad she not secured this bit of rosy radiance, .nd might it not in time be added to, until t should incarnadine the whole fabric of her ife?
Semantha's father was dead; her mother yas living — worse luck. For had she been >ut a memory, Semantha would have been ree to love and reverence that memory, and t might have been as a very strong staff to >upport her timid steps in rough and danger->us places. But alas! she lived and was no itaff to lean upon; but was, instead, an ever >resent rod of punishment. She was a harm-ul woman, a destroyer of young tempers, a lardener of young hearts. Many a woman of juick, short temper has a kind heart; while iven the sullenly sulky woman generally has i few rich, sweet drops of the milk of human dndness, which she is willing to bestow upon ler own immediate belongings. But Seman-:ha's mother was not of these. How, one might ask, had this wretch obtained two good husbands ? Yes, Semantha had a stepfather, Und she,ood sample of each side-d snapped his fingers.upon  my breast.    It was beautifully done;                               downed me; but it wasn't a fair game, Jim,
